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Annes, hondes, and fingres smale,
Of pearl beth eche fingre uale ;
She mizt be f erys Queue.

8.

" That lady she wil giv a scarf
To him that wold ykillen a dwarf

Churle of Paynim kinde j
That dwarf he is so fell of mode
Tho ye shold drynk his hert blode,
Gode wold ze never finde.

" That dwarf he hen beardless and bare
And weaselblowen ben al his hair,

Like an ympe or elf e;
And in this world beth al and hale
Ben notnynge that he loveth an dele

Safe his owen selfe." . . .

The fourth of these verses refers to the loss of tlie
Hindostan, in which ship Leyden, but for Mr. Ellis's
interference, must have sailed, and which foundered in
the Channel. The dwarf is, of course, Eitson.

After various letters of the same kind, I find one,
dated Isle of Wight, April the 1st (1803), the morning
before Leyden finally sailed. "I have been two days on.
board," he writes, "and you may conceive what an excel-
lent change I made from the politest society of London
to the brutish skippers of Portsmouth. Our crew con-
sists of a very motley party; but there are some of them
very ingenious, and Kobert Smith, Sydney's brother, is
himself a host. He is almost the most powerful man I
have met with. My money concerns I shall consider
you as trustee of; and all remittances, as well as divi-
dends from Longman, will be to your direction. These,
I hope, we shall soon be able to adjust very accurately.
Money may be paid, but kindness never. Assure your
excellent Charlotte, whom I shall ever recollect with
affection and esteem, how much I regret that I did not
see her before my departure, and say a thousand pretty
things, for which my mind is too much agitated, being to sail on the 18th of next month, or tlie
